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| - Getting ready for Rob's Halloween party 


Author's Notes: 
This is some funny Halloween Challenge! 


| - Getting ready for Rob's Halloween party 
„Guys, guys .. I'm so nervous. This is my first Halloween as a vampire .. | mean, as a REAL vampire ... l'm sooo 
excited! I'm gonna go as a REAL vampire .. This is sooo exciting! Do you hear me? I'm SO NERVOUS!" 


Kirk still was in the bathroom to get himself a pretty vampire while James, Lars and Jason waited outside .. 


and waited ... and waited. 
"How can you stand his ongoing vampire hysteria?" James whispered at Lars. "This is unbearable". 


"lts getting better", Lars replied, shrugging. 


His facial expression stayed stoically. 

“There is no need to whisper when l'm around!" 

The sound of Kirk's voice hit James' ear without warning and made him jump. 

He gave a shrill shout and furiously stared at the vampire who was still busy to do his hair by tugging at the 
wonderful dark long curls, brushing some more strands into his face then brushing them out of his face, non- 
stop arranging the shimmering curls to make them look the way he wanted it. 


And Kirk the Vampire used to get really DIFFICULT when it came to his hair. 


Now, he seemed to have materialized beside James out of thin air. But as a vampire he was able to move 


faster than the human eye could have got it. 


"Fucking helll" James growled, narrowing his blue eyes. "I have told you over and over again that | fucking HATE 
that vampire sneoking-around shit. Can't you even TRY to remember that?" 


Kirk gave him a pleased smile. 
"No." 
"No?" James was stunned. "What's that supposed to mean, fucker?" 


"Hmmmm .. What's that supposed to mean?" Kirk smiled once more, now showing his neat white fangs. "Let me 


think about this very fascinating but, nevertheless, stupid question of yours .." 

At that point James turned around to look at Jason who hastily tried to suppress his grin. 

"I can't stand it any longer .. Get me one of your stakes, Jase!" 

"Which one?" Jason's tone was businesslike. 

He was all vampire slayer. 

"Which one? What do you mean with ‘which one'?" James exploded. "They are fucking stakes, aren't they? 
Wooden stakes. To stake vampires, as far as l'm informed. That's it. Fucking hell, which one! They are all the 
same." 

"Now, that's incorrect, darling,” Jason answered, sighing. "Try to remember what | have taught you. There are 
the throwing stakes for short distances and those for long distances, then you have the hand-to-hand-combat 


stakes, in different sizes and sorts of wood, of course, depending on what body part of your body you want to 
attach it to have it ready as fast as possible .." 


"Aaaaahhhh! Get me a fucking stake! NOW!" 
"As you wish," Jason stiffly replied. 


He handed over the slim and very sharp looking stake from polished walnut wood he had pulled out of the left 
inside pocket of his dinner jacket to James. 


"But | really don't see what you want to do with that stake." 
"WHAT?" 
James whirled around, gripping the murderous stake hard, but too late. 


Kirk the Vampire was gone. 


As it turned out he had left his and Lars' bedroom to enter the hall downstairs where his butler waited with 


the evening cape to drape it around the shoulders of his Master. 
Kirk had thought long and hard about which cape he should wear to his evening suit. That hadn't been easy 
because one of Kirk's three dressing rooms was occupied by large closets filled with rows and rows of capes 


of all colors and styles. 


Most of them were black because a vampire needed a black cape - floor length - to look like a vampire, as 


Kirk frequently had told his band mates. 
Very frequently 

Annoyingly frequent: 

James secretly planned to burn down that dressing room with all those capes in black, purple, midnight blue, 
shocking pink, neon green, blood red and several awful patterns, including some of tartan patterns, and with 


their different linings as soon as possible. 


After he would have got Kirk a pile of vampire's ashes. 


He still didn't get it how Lars was able to stand Kirk's unnerving vampire's allures. 


So he had asked. 
Repeatedly. 
Without luck, to his frustration 


"That's not your fucking business," Lars used to give back, mostly followed by a certain green-eyed dreamy 


look. 


James asked again and again, trying to stay calm, well knowing that the Dane wasn't able to keep shut his 


motormouth all too long. 
He had been right. 


"Oh, STOP IT, James! You wanna know why I'm tolerating the diva manners of our lead guitarist? Our lead 
guitarist who is a vampire with the powers of a vampire?" Again, Lars' green eyes got all dreamy, and a 
blissful smile appeared on his lips. "I really shouldn't talk to you about those personal things because you don't 
know anything about the abilities of a vampire in bed .. But let me tell you .. oooohhhh ... that Kirk fucks like .. 
aaahhh ... oooohhhh .. li..like .. A VAMPIRE ... Qooooohhhh! .. Mmmmbhhh! If you know what | mean" 


James didn't know. 
He never had fucked with a vampire. 
He used to fuck with the vampire slayer. 


Jason. 


While he had played the bass in Metallica, and also after he had left the band, Jason hadn't told him, Lars and 
Kirk about his secret of being one of the best vampire slayers ever, well respected by the Master of all 
vampires, Count Dracula, who had got Kirk his son by drinking all of Kirk's blood and killing him. 


Dracula never would have done so if Jason would had known about Kirk's plans to get the Son of Dracula Jason 


would have told both to IMMEDIATELY stop the shit - if he had been there to watch the fun. 


Poor Lars who HAD been there had tried to stop the Count but without luck. He had to watch the scene, 


helplessly and desperately, knowing that he was losing his lover. 


But while Kirk already had been near death the Count had ripped open his wrist to let Kirk drink some of his 


noble blood, and twenty-four hours after being stone cold dead Kirk woke as a vampire. 


And he had been blood-thirsty as hell and had hit his fangs into the next best victim's neck. 
James’ neck. 


The next moment he got threatened to lose his new-born vampire's head by Jason, the vampire slayer, whose 


samurai's sword had been ready to do so, the razor sharp blade tickling Kirk the Vampire's neck. 
Not to Kirk the Vampire's amusement, of course. 


He had to stop sucking off James’ delicious blood. 


In the meantime he tolerated Jason's presence, also accepting the lessons in the correct behavior of a vampire 


of noble - Dracula's - blood and about a vampire's powers and abilities. 


He also tolerated the presence of Rob who had turned out to be a vampire slayer, too, well known and 


respected by Dracula. 


He and Jason were in charge to kill every vampire in and all around San Francisco who didn’t follow the vampire 


rules properly. 
They also killed every vampire without manners they got aware while being on tour. 


The vampire rules were Count Dracula's rules, of course, but accepted by the slayers because the rules made 


it clear to every vampire that a modern vampire with excellent manners wasn't allowed to kill a victim. 
The human blood they needed fo satisfy their blood thirst had to get delivered by certain blood banks 
Preferably by one those Count Dracula - the owner, of course - was running all over the world. 

The blood always was of best quality if the credit cards of the vampire were of best quality, too 


The Count was one of the richest people on Earth. 


Now, Rob would be the host of the Halloween party the others were invited at. 


As usual, James had wanted to go as Wyatt Earp, or as some "Clint Eastwood-Pale Rider-Dirty Harry-Hang 


‘em high" figure, or just as a "Man in Black" double wearing a black outfit and sinister look to make it clear to 


everybody that it won't be a good idea to try to talk to him. 


But Jason had told him that this won't be an option, and that HE would style poor James for the Halloween 
party. 


So, James was a punk now. 


His blond hair was all spikey, done by Jason with a little help of a LARGE amount of hair gel, the hair tips in 


sky blue, matching James’ eyes. 

They also looked good to the smoky-eye shadow and the nail varnish in black. 

To make the thing even more painful to James he had to wear a pair of washed out light blue jeans with so 
many holes and cuts that his knees were unprotected, now. There was no way to put on some underwear 
because some of the jeans’ smaller holes were right over his ass cheeks and hips. 


They looked pretty new, so James suspected that Jason had something to do with them. 


Luckily, he had been allowed to wear heavy black boots and one of his favorite shabby leather vests, now 
decorated with lots of safety pins and guitar pins of all colors. 


Jason had completed James’ outfit by several chains and necklaces around his neck and lots of bracelets from 


black leather with silvery spikes and studs. 


James hated it - but he had no chance. 


Jason looked very good. 

He had decided to wear a kilt in the tartan pattern of the clan of his Scottish ancestors, completed by white 
evening shirt and black dinner jacket. His sheathed samurai's sword discreetly got covered up by the folds of 
the kilt. 


Of course, he had several stakes with him, also a Celtic dagger. 


Lars simply gave the rockstar in black leather and shades. He had NO fantasy, as Kirk desperately had told the 


others. 


He had wanted Lars to wear a bunny costume because Kirk LOVED bunnies. And James came up with the 


funny idea that Lars should go as a Danish gnome. 


Lars HATED bunnies, and he refused to know anything about Danish gnomes. 


Kirk entered the bedroom once more, now, his black cape with the lining in blood red fluttering behind him. 


‘lm ready," he announced, showing his fangs by smiling happily. "Oh, I'm so excited! SO EXCITED! It's my first 


Halloween as a real vampire .." 
"Yes, yes, yes!" James groaned and rolled his eyes. "We all are able to remember that." 
Kirk stood beside him in no time, very closely, looking up into James’ eyes. 


"Have | already told you that you look sooo sexy, Jaaaaames?" he hoarsely whispered, dark eyes glittering in 
lust. 


"Yeah. Maybe fifty times," James dryly gave back 


Fifty-four times, to be precise," Jason coldly added. "And if you don't stop to make passes on my boyfriend | 


might get a little angry. As a vampire slayer, if you know what | mean" 
"Oh!" Kirk pouted. "You're mean!" 
"Well, | can live with that," Jason answered. "And | would ..." 


He stopped because all of a sudden the air around the four guys had started to glitter and to whirl, and they 
SMELLED electricity. 


James opened his mouth to scream out but wasn't able to do so because his body disintegrated .. 


.. and then rematerialized. 
James gave the shout of horror he hadn't been able to give before. 


His heart raced. Lars who was right beside him gave a small whimpering sound. 


"Cool!" Kirk the Vampire happily said before he even knew what had happened. "This is fun" 

Now, James and the others got it that they no longer were standing inside Lars' and Kirk's bedroom. Every one 
of them stood on a small platform inside a large room with lots of computers and stuff they hadn't seen 
before. 

Then, they got aware of the six security guys in front of the platforms. They all wore black pants and boots, 
and red shirts with an emblem on the left front. Several of them had stripes in gold around the sleeves of 


their shirts. 


And they looked very well worked out and disciplined while their futuristic looking guns were directed at the 
Metallica guys. 


"WHAT THE FUCK ..2" Lars started then stopped, staring at another man inside the room, blinking. 


The tall man looked SLIGHTLY different with his pointed ears, the dark hair in a weird hairdo with short but 


perfectly cut bangs, wearing the same ‘uniform’, just with a blue shirt. 


"Hey, the assholes have to go!" 

The voice sounded very familiar but much more aggressive. 

James’ voice. 

Everybody - except the security men - glanced at the owner of the voice, and James nearly fainted. 
He stared at his own face. 

The same lips, the same blue eyes. 


The other one hadn't cut short his hair. The thick blond lion's mane fell down to his waist. 
Also, the hair of the "other" Lars, Kirk and Jason beside him. 


They were dressed up in heavy black leather, wearing earrings, bracelets, necklaces and rings with evil motifs, 


made from silver and black metal. 


The other James - James Il - stood in front of James in the blink of an eye, looking his mirror image up and 


down. 


Then he gave a sneer. 


"A PUNK?" 
He turned around to stare at the security men. 
"KILL ‘EM|" 


Nobody moved. 


"I said: "KILL ‘EM," he angrily sneered. 


In the meantime Kirk the Vampire had decided that it wasn't cool any longer to stay at a place he didn’t know, 


and where the people seemed to be too unfriendly. 
He had grabbed Jason's arm. The vampire slayer was there to protect him. 
"| don't like you guys," he said in a slightly whiny tone. "Can we go now?" 


At the very same moment a voice was to be heard. Because the speaker wasn't to be seen James assumed 


that there must be something like an intercom. 


"MR. SPOCK! Are those Andorians on bord, now? | really don't know why it should be so difficult to beam up 


some Andorians." 
I+ didn't sound amused. 


The tall guy with the pointed ears kept his stoic facial expression while he glanced at Metallica guys and their 


mirror images. 


"Captain Kirk, there might be a minor problem," he said, his tone completely without emotion "You better come 


to the transporter room yourself to have a look at the ... situation" 


2 - Horror On Board 


Author's Notes: 
| hope you'll like it! 


2 - Horror On Board 

James stared into the eyes of James Il in front of him. His counterpart stared back 

Blue eyes. Narrowed 

One pair of them dramatically surrounded by dark grey eye shadow and black eyeliner. 

Also, Jason hadn't held himself back with the black mascara he had applied in several layers onto James 
eyelashes while James still had tried to recover from the shock of getting blue hair tips as Jason had attacked 


him with that spray-on hair color all of a sudden 


To his surprise now he noticed a touch of eyeliner around the eyes of the long-haired James. The blond mane 


looked well cared for, falling down in rich golden waves. 

And the fucker smelled GOOD. 

Oh, ohl 

James urgently wanted to look away but couldn't 

Again, his mirror image frowned as he took in den purk style of his alter ego then shook his head 


"There's no way you're human," James Il hissed at James. "You must be a demon All of you are demons. | 


really have enough of you fuckers! Nobody needs your ugly asses around here to complicate the shit we're in 


~ YOU SUCK!" 

He abruptly turned, and his long blond hair flew, hitting James' face as sharp as sudden whiplashes. 
"Jason, kill those demons!" 

Jason Il who hadn't moved until this moment just gave a sneer. 


"I'm a vampire slayer, no demon slayer," he casually mentioned. 


"Fuck you! Do what you have been told!" 


| don't fuck ME. I'll fuck YOU. Tonight. Hard and mercilessly. That should be enough to make you stop bitching 


around," Jason Il coolly replied, arms crossed in front of his chest. 
He arrogantly shook back his chestnut colored waist long hair. 
James II gave a howl and furiously left the platform 

"That's it. Do you think you'd get away with that, fucker?" 
"Absolutely" 


There was a glint of cold blue steel inside the eyes of the mirror vampire slayer. He glanced at James I 


without blinking, his eyelids slightly dropped. 

The original James heard the soft clicking sound of HIS Jason's tongue behind himself. 
Jason was impressed. 

He wasn't the only one. 


"What a manly man," Kirk the Vampire whispered and sighed, still holding onto Jason's arm. "Do you think | 
could ask for a date, maybe? Oooohhhh!" 


With a roar James Il moved as quickly as a lightning flash to get over to Jason Il. 


But he got stopped dead in mid-air, lost his balance and whirled through the air. Then he hit the floor with a 


loud thud and laid there on his back with his arms and legs sprawled, motionless. 
He wasn't unconscious but his body felt completely numb, and he couldn't give a sound. 


In disbelief he stared up at the pointed-eared guy named Mr. Spock who had raised his right brow. His dark 


brows looked abnormal, too, running in an increasing diagonal line to his temples. 


THIS fucker must be a demon! 
And what the hell had happened? 


"You will be able to get up in exactly 3I seconds, sir. There will be no permanent damage," Spock calmly told 
him. "| am sorry that | had to interfere but we can't accept any kind of aggression on board of the 


ENTERPRISE." 


"Exactly!" 


Everybody - except James Il - looked at the man who had entered the so-called transporter room. The 
automatic doors got shut behind him with a low hiss. 


The guy seemed to be pretty young and radiated pure energy. He looked good. Hair light brown, eyes a mixture 
of green and also light brown, very intense. 


"You are in control of the situation, Mr. Spock, | am glad to see," he said while he glanced from one ‘quest’ to 


the other. 


James II now slowly got back the ability to sense and to move his limbs. He tried to get up but failed Breathing 


hard he remained on his knees and hands. He felt so weak. 
Damned demon! 


The guy who had entered the transporter room bent, grabbed the still shaking arm of James Il and helped him 
to his feet. He waited for a moment until he was sure that James Il was able to keep himself upright then 


turned his head to look at Spock. 


"You really shouldn't always be so rude, Spock," he mentioned in an amused tone. "What should our guests think 
of us?" 


"| will consider that, Captain," Spock answered without the slightest emotion. 
"Very good." 


The Captain grinned then glanced at the Metallica members on those weird platforms. He gestured them to 


come near. 


"Gentlemen, you better come down there before another malfunction of the transporter system might cause 
another severe accident .. | am Captain James T. Kirk, in command of the starship USS. ENTERPRISE, and this 
is my First Officer, Commander Spock. I'm sorry for getting you into trouble ..." 


"TROUBLE?" Lars had got back his voice, now, and hopped off the transporter platform. "You call that 
TROUBLE? What an impertinence! What the fuck have you done to us? TROUBLE! Hah! We just wanted to visit a 
Halloween party, and what happened? One second we are standing in our bedroom, and the next we are here, 


getting confronted with a bunch of idiots giving a bad copy of Metallica and .." 


"Hey, asshole, wait a minute!" This was Lars Il. His face was red from anger. "If someone has to be called a bad 
copy then there's no doubt about the fact that you four ridiculous fuckers have won the prize! Easily! Just 
look at you. A Punk in looking-through pants, showing off his ass like a slut, another guy who thinks he might 


be a vampire, and another wimp who's a cross-dresser, wearing an ugly skirt and absolutely ridiculous shoes 


"That's our Scottish clan's outfit," Jason Il hissed. "And Danish gnomes like you better should hide themselves 
in some holes beneath the Earth's surface where they couldn't be seen, because their ugliness is bringing fear 
and horror to women and children." 

"You will take that back, asshole!" both Lars's yelled at him. 

"GENTLEMEN!" 

The Captain had lifted his hands. 

"| would be pleased if you would stop your animosities, now. It's understandable that you aren't all too happy 
about the difficult situation but let me tell you we aren't, too, so we will do our best to find out what had 
happened to solve the problem." 

Now, Kirk gave a low groan, desperately shaking his pretty vampire's head. 

"As a fan of Science fiction | guess I've got it that you idiots have made a massive fault by manipulating the 
timeline and accidentally picked up the wrong people, also you've failed badly to get the right century, or, 
worse, the right universe, too." 

"That's not correct," Spock coldly replied. "We haven't tried to manipulate the timeline." 

"But we are here, aren't we?" James II barked. "You can't deny that fact" 

"We won't," the Captain answered. "And you have to stay, Gentlemen For first" 


He nodded at the security men. 


"Disarm them and then escort them to sickbay. | want Dr. McCoy to run an examination to make sure they 


aren't injured. After that I'll call in a meeting." 


"l'm a doctor, not an undertaker!" Dr. McCoy growled while scanning Kirk with his medical tricorder. "I really 


don't know why | have to do that. This man is DEAD!" 
"Am | NOT!" Kirk yelled at him. "Do | look as if | would be dead?" 


"That's of no interest," Dr. McCoy barked. "My tricorder says you're dead, so you are dead" 


‘I'm a vampire, and | gonna break your neck because of your impertinence." 
"KIRK! Enough." 


Kirk's dark curls whirled through the air as he quickly turned his head to stare daggers at Jason who stood 
nearby. 


"You are no longer in the position to tell me what l'm allowed to do, or not .. Mr. VAMPIRE SLAYER!" he hissed 
at him. "You have NOTHING left to kill me, fucker, because those security people have taken your sword, and 
your dagger, and all of your fucking stakes. So, | can do what | want, wherever | want it, and whenever | want 


it." 

"Are you really that naive to believe | would need a stake or a sword to kill a vampire?" Jason coldly asked. "I 
killed my first vampire at the age of thirteen, and | hadn't anything with me because nobody had told me I'd be 
a slayer .. | can break your neck as well, my dear Kirk, and while you'd be busy to be unconscious and to sort 


out your bones | would have time enough to get you staked” 


"Yeah!" Jason Il threw in, grinning. "That's right. And don't you believe the good-night-story for baby vampires 
that a stake has to be from wood .." 


"That's not a good-night-story," Kirk Il piped in. "You're a liar. Everybody says that a stake has to be from 


wood" 
"Ah? And who's everybody?" 

"Well, just .. just .. YOU ARE MEAN!" 

Now, both Kirks started to pout, dark eyes full of hurt. 


Jason looked at Jason Il and smiled at him. "I see your Kirk has not a bit more brains than mine." 


James was a little irritated to get watched by his doppelganger as he laid on one of the scanning beds in 


sickbay. 


"Your blood pressure could be better," Dr. McCoy murmured, not looking at James. "I hope that's not 


permanent." 


James wanted to ask if his blood pressure would be too high, or to the contrary too low. But he didn't want to 
provoke the doctor who seemed to angrily murmur to himself all the time, mentioning how much he had to 


suffer just because of the nonsense "this pointed-eared idiot who calls himself a First Officer" used to do to 


him. 

Finally, James got dismissed, and James Il took over. 

Dr. McCoy stared at him. 

Then he turned his head and stared at James, slightly confused. 

Then back at James Il who laid on his back, his golden mane now a little ruffled. 


"You ARE brothers, right?" he asked. "I knew that the vampires must be twins - but you both just wear 
different clothes and different haircuts .. That's right?" 


"Not exactly," James Il said. He quickly glanced at James. "I haven't seen the guy any time before, and | really 
don't know what has happened. | fucking never asked for a twin" 


3 - The Halloween Nexus 


Author's Notes: 
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3 - The Halloween Nexus 
The both Kirks eyed the female security officer who sat in the background of the Captain's meeting room. 
They had decided to hate her at the very first moment they had sawn her. 


She was a vampire slayer! 


And the bitch had a samurai's sword, too, beside her gun and a row of nicely sheathed stakes attached to her 
gun belt. 


What an impertinence! 


There wasn't any need of vampire slayers on board of starships. There wasn't any need of vampire slayers AT 


ALL! 
Kirk gave a low hiss, and Kirk I! immediately joined in. 


Officer Reilley, a beautiful redhead, gave them a pleased smile as she heard this. 


She had contacted Jason and Jason Il as soon as she got information about the beamed up vampires on board. 


Unfortunately, the both male slayers weren't allowed to keep their armory while being on board of the 
ENTERPRISE what would have made their job a lot more difficult, especially if both vampires managed to 
separate them to attack one slayer after the other to get rid of them. 


Jason and Jason II didn't believe they would try that but a vampire never could be trusted. 
So they had been very pleased to meet their colleague who would lend them a hand. 


Officer Reilley was very experienced, too, and she told them that the concept of vampires was spread all over 


the galaxy, so she had a lot to do. 


To the both Jason's surprise there were three vampires on board of the ENTERPRISE, too, one of them a 
security officer, assistant of Officer Reilley, the others technicians. They wore chips, so she was always in 


control of their activity. 


James had asked if he could change his hairdo in the interim because he hated to blame himself more than 


necessary by showing up at the meeting with the punky hairdo. 


It was enough to feel completely naked because of that jeans with those holes all along his legs and about his 
ass and hips. 


There was a cut on the front, too, running dangerously near the zipperAnd it was no doubt about it that if 
James would get an erection his cock would burst out. 


Also, that Jason would die a cruel death on the spot at the very same moment. 
Fortunately, James had been allowed to clean up his hair in sickbay to do his usual styling. 
James Í| had watched him by doing that, grinning all the time while James tried to ignore him. 


But after James had blow-dried his hair James II stared at him with a slightly shocked expression, his lips 
open If there wouldn't have been the length of the hair they would have looked absolutely identical. 


Still staring at James without a word James Il opened up the zipper of his black leather jacket then he put off 
the jacket. Underneath he wore a white muscle shirt with the Metallica snake emblem at the left front side. 


The skin of his muscular arms and the part of his neck what wasn't hidden by his golden mane was covered 


up by tattoos. 
And those tattoos were exactly the same as James’. 
James stared at them in shock. 


He had seen the tattoos on the hands of James Il but not close enough to make sure they looked like his own 


Now he slowly went over to James Il to have a closer look. 
The tattoos and the renants of burn wounds from that awful explosive accident in Montreal - the same. 


James hand slightly trembled as he lifted it to touch the long hair of his mirror image. Carefully he stroked it 


back over James' Il left shoulder to have a look at this side of his neck. 
Unbelievable. 


Not the slightest difference. 


James Il stood motionless but James instinctively knew that his heart must beat as fast and hard as his own. 
His mouth felt dry. He still held back the long mane of the other one, the waves of golden hair falling down his 
lower arm now, making his skin tingle. 

There was no sign of aggression in the look of James Il as he lifted his own hand. To the contrary, James 
noticed the shyness in those blue eyes as James |! cautiously and slowly ran his fingertips over James’ left 
arm. 

"This is weird," he whispered. 

"Yes," James answered, whispering, too. "Do you still wanna kill me?" 

‘| can't," James II said. "Maybe, | would kill myself at the same time." 

"Maybe you won't" 

"| can't be sure, and if I'd die my band would be very angry about that because l'm the singer." 

"| know," James said, now smiling. "I'm the singer, too." 


James Il grinned. 


"What a fascinating coincidence. But | won't kill you anyway. You and the other guys haven't done anything 


wrong, lm now sure about that. This starship personnel has failed completely as it seems." 


"There hasn't been a failure of the transporter system, Captain. No, no, no! I've checked that over and over 
again Bloody, damned hell! | always get that system checked before beaming. ALWAYS! You know that, Sir. 


There's nothing wrong with the transporter, | swear, and .." 
"Very well, Mr. Scott, | got that, thank you." 


Captain James T. Kirk nodded at the Chief Engineer of the ENTERPRISE whose face was red from hurt and 
anger. He clearly wanted to go on with his lament but the Captain's sharp glance got him shut his mouth. 


The Captain looked at his First Officer Spock who sat at his right side at the long conference table. 


All of them - including the Metallica and Metallica Il members had a computer display at their place on the 
table. Spock had two. 


"Mr. Spock, | know you hadn't much time to get some data but I'm pretty sure you have some guessing.’ 


The First Officer, who came from a planet named Vulcan as the Metallica musicians had been told, raised his 


right brow. 
"Captain, as you know very well | never guess ..” 
The Captain just grinned. The Vulcan ignored that. 


"The ENTERPRISE was supposed to beam up that Andorian delegation of four persons from the main 
transporter center of the Federation Headquarter in San Francisco ... 


"Yes, no big deal." 

"The coordinates we had been given were absolutely correct," Spock continued, ignoring the Captain's comment. 
"| ran several computer checks to see if there had been a failure of the system, or an incorrect input of 
transporter data, and | found no system failure." 

"What about the transporter system of the Headquarter?" 

"No failure, too, and the beaming coordinates correct as well." 

"What about the Andorians?" 


"They are officially missed." 


The First Officer ran his fingertips over the touchscreen at his place at the table. Now, all computer displays 
at the table what had just shown the starship's emblem came to life. It seemed to be something like a video. 


The Metallica members and their mirror images were used to take a lot but as James noticed Lars biting his 
nails he knew that the Dane must feel extremely stressed. He wondered about the fact that Lars, and also 


Lars Il, hadn't been exploded yet. 


The displays showed the transporter room of the Federation Headquarter in San Francisco - long after the 
time Metallica had lived there. Maybe, that transporter room had exactly the coordinates where Lars' and Kirk 


the Vampire's bedroom had been located centuries before. 
Four weird looking persons stood on similar platforms to those the Metallica musicians had seen by personal 
experience. Those people clearly weren't from Earth, or there had been a massive genetic accident, as James 


thought while he nervously bit his lower lip. 


The color of their skin was a bright sky blue, their hair white, and a pair of nice feelers on top of their heads 


gave an extra touch. 
"Uuuh, those guys are cool! Do they have FEELERS? Real feelers?" 
That was Kirk who stared at his display with his dark eyes wide open 


"Yes, of course," Captain Kirk - same name but in his case it was the last name - answered. "They do have 
feelers. They are from a foreign planet, a member of the Federation. A little difficult to talk to but mostly 
friendly." 


"The guys are nasty," Dr. McCoy growled. He sat at James’ right side. 
ee 

The Captain shot the doctor a sharp look 

McCoy gave a sneer but said nothing more. 


On the video now was to be seen that the mysterious transporter system must had been activated because 
the four Andorians got captured by a silvery glittering and whirling effect between the platforms and a similar 
overhead "platform". The bodies of the guys quickly seemed to get swallowed by that effect, and then they 
were gone all of a sudden, and the glittering effect, too. 


James breathed hard. 


He loved to watch a good Western or action movie but he wasn't much of a fan of that Science fiction shit. 


BECAUSE he had thought that it was bullshit. He hadn't been right. 


Beneath the table he felt Jason's hand touch his. Jason sat on his left side. They hadn't any time to talk to 
another yet because after the doctor's examination James had washed his hair while the both Jason's had 


talked to Officer Reilley. 


Jason's fingers were cold but James' hadn't much more temperature. He turned his hand and spread his 
fingers to let Jason's fingers slip between them. They gripped the other one's hand hard for some seconds 
then James started to stroke Jason's fingers with his thumb. His heart rate slowed down and he felt a little 
better. 


As he glanced over at James Il and Jason Il on the other side of the table he had to suppress a smile. 
Their "twins" must be lovers, too, maybe with a pretty aggressive tendency, but lovers. They looked at each 


other, just for some moments but long enough for James to know what was going on. He also was sure they 


held hands beneath the table. 


Commander Spock had stopped the video and looked at his Captain. 


"As you might have noticed, Captain, there hadn't been any irregularity. Otherwise the transporter Officer in 
duty would have stopped the beaming process on the spot. All systems had been clear." 


"I fucking ‘ave said that!" the Chief Engineer exploded. "Why's ev'rybody believing it's my bloody fault? Always 
the same. Something's wrong on the ship? The Chief Engineer. Protection shields breakin’ down? The Chief 
Engineer. Some harmless technicians a little drunk? The Chief Engineer." 


"Well, Scotty, they were SLIGHTLY drunk about their asses because of the really excellent Single Malt Whisky 
you had shared with them to let them know the difference between a Single Malt Scotch and, as you like to 
point out, not drinkable American whiskey, and the cleaning personnel had a lot to do because the guys threw 
up all over the beds and the floor in sickbay, not to mention all over me, two of my assistants and several 


nurses," Dr. McCoy growled. 

"Bah!" 

"GENTLEMEN!" Captain Kirk's tone got a little sharper. "That's enough. Mr. Spock, please continue." 

"Thank you, Captain," the Vulcan said. 

He activated the computer displays once more and a picture of Kirk's house appeared. 

Both vampires gasped in surprise. 

"This has been the house of Mr. Kirk Hammett" He briefly glanced at Kirk. "Of course, it doesn't exist any 
longer. The area is part of the Federation Headquarter in San Francisco now. | compared our data with those of 
a primitive but surprisingly exact working satellite system called ‘Google Earth’ what had existed at the same 


time, and the coordinates of the house and the main transporter center of the Federation Headquarter are 


exactly the same." 
"FUCK! | don't believe it! FUCK!" 


Lars looked as if he would jump onto the table every second now but Kirk held him down with the steely grip 
of his vampire hand on Lars' shoulder. Lars struggled but without effect. 


"This is unbelievable. | never have heard such nonsense before,"he yelled. 
M 


Kirk the Vampire Il held Lars Il down as well because the mirror Dane seemed to have exactly the same 


temper as Lars. He fumed, too. 


Commander Spock gave them a stoic glance. His facial expression showed no emotion. Then he looked back at 


the Captain 

"May | continue, Sir?" 

"Go on, Mr. Spock." 

"Thank you, Captain," the Vulcan stiffly replied. 

He quickly ran his long fingers over his touchscreen, and a lot of data in diagrams and numbers appeared. 
| don't want to complicate my elaboration .." 

"OH NO! What the bloody hell is this? Where does it come from? BLOODY HELL" 

The Chief Engineer stared at his computer display, his eyes nearly popping out of his head. 


‘Its a Nexus, Mr. Scott," the First Officer calmly replied. "This one is called the ‘Halloween Nexus.” 


Deep silence. 
Everybody looked at the Vulcan, or, in case of the musicians, stared at him. 


"What the fuck is this fucking Halloween Nexus?" James II then exploded "This is bullshit. Halloween Nexus. Hah! 


| never heard of such a thing.” 


"Well, Mr. Hetfield, let me explain that special phenomenon of the universe as far as we know about it. A Nexus 
is a very complex system of folds and knots of several dimensions, also of parallel universes. There are 
several of them known but just two of them have a constant location, and both are outside the borders of 


our galaxy. We don't have much data about them. 
"Great. Really great.” 


"Usually a Nexus appears without having changed the sensor system's parameters before showing up. In this 
case it appeared for just three seconds then it was gone. The Halloween Nexus hadn't appeared since the year 
2066, as it looks like, so we have no proper data. But the former cult of Halloween, also known as ‘The Rising of 
the Great Pumpkin’ vanished several years later. During that so-called Halloween night the Earth must have 


been hit over centuries regularly by the Halloween Nexus, and there seemed to exist a short lasting connection 


between mirror universes, or universes of others dimensions, too, if the data could be trusted .. The people on 


Earth used to believe that abnormal and so-called horrifying things would go on ..” 


"That's fucking right", James threw in He wanted to throw up on the spot. "I don't believe the shit ... Well, | 
DIDN'T believe in it." 


He gave a groan, gripping Jason's finger tighter. 

"As | have said, the phenomenon suddenly vanished," the First Officer went on. "This might be the cause why 
there isn't an automatically induced information about the date of the former cult from our memory data 
system to our pre-alarm system .. The Nexus is back now, as it looks like, and it seems not only to connect 
parallel universes but also breaking the rules of time dimension" 

‘Nothing what's new," Dr. McCoy growled, followed by a sneer of disgust. 

Captain Kirk cleared his throat, and the First Officer looked at him. 

"Sir?" 

"Are you sure the Nexus is gone? Maybe we are still inside." 

"All systems are back to normal, Sir, as well as those of the Federation Headquarter. You can see on that 
diagram that there had been a massive increase of energy for exactly these three seconds. At the same time 
the sensor system wasn't able to get an exact monitoring of the time continuum. The main computer system 
of the ENTERPRISE was still running examinations as my assistant Science Officers and | checked it” 


"And?" 


"Time dimension is back to normal, too, Sir. As | have said - the Halloween Nexus is gone." 


James Il gave a loud groan and covered up his face for a brief moment before looking at the Vulcan once 


more. 
‘Okay, that has been fun. It's Halloween. But | don't like TOO MUCH of that shit, so get us back. IMMEDIATELY!" 
The Vulcan raised his brow. 

"This might be a problem, Sir, because the Nexus isn't to locate any longer. 


"| don't wanna hear that," James Il groaned, burying his face in his hands, again. 


Now, Kirk lifted his hand as if he would have been in school. 

"Ehm ... Mr. Spock?" 

"Yes, Mr. Hammett?" 

"This is really cool, really, but we are invited to a Halloween party, and its my first Halloween party as a REAL 
vampire, and | would be pleased if we could go to that party, but as I've said everything else is totally cool. 
Totally. | don't wanna complain, really ... It's just because it is my first Halloween as a REAL vampire, you know, 
and it would be so cool to show up there at the party. Its cool to be here on your very, very nice starship, 
really, but | think we shouldn't stay too long .. Not that | want to complain but I'd like to go to said party now 


"Me tool" Kirk Il immediately joined in 


‘Oh, my god," James desperately moaned. "A STAKE! | need a fucking stake!" 


4 - Have You Ever Sucked Your Cock? 
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James fell down on the bed of the starship's guest quarters what was his now, exhausted. 
He laid on his back and stared at the lights on the ceiling over his head. They looked like little stars. 
Nice. 


A pretty young yeoman had showed and demonstrated him everything in his cabin to make sure that he would 
get it how to use the futuristic media center, the bathroom, the manual and voice controls for the light and 


door, and so on. 


James mostly didn't understand a word of the techno babble she told him but he charmingly smiled at her, 
pretending he had a clue. 


He underestimated the effect of his smile and his good looks, and was much too busy to get the techno 
details, but after a while he noticed the blushing of the young woman whenever he was looking at her for 
more than two seconds, also the slightly flirting tone in her voice and the fluttering of her long black 


eyelashes over large brown eyes. 
Well, not bad. 


With a little more effort to bring in the famous Hetfield charm he easily could got laid just some hours after 
he had entered the starship. 


But - no way. 
He was too tired, and he felt completely helpless. There was nothing he could have done to get them out of 


that horrifying situation. This wasn't the right time to get laid by a young lady from future who was SO 
MUCH younger than he. 


After the Captain's meeting Captain James T. Kirk and his First Officer Commander Spock wanted them to have 
a look at the starship's bridge, and all members of Metallica and also of Metallica Il from that damned parallel 


universe had been stunned. 


On the bridge's large main screen the bright blue Earth was to be seen, slowly rotating miles and miles and 


miles underneath them. 
"We still are in orbit around Earth," Captain Kirk said. "Scanning the whole solar system by long distance 
sensors for anomalies. Also, we can't exclude another appearance of the Halloween Nexus while the special date 


of Halloween is running all over the planet" 


"But you don't think that the so-called Halloween Nexus will come back, right?" Lars Il asked, his tone flatly. He 
looked pale. 


"The chance of another appearing of the Nexus is 0.2 per cent," the Vulcan First Officer answered. "We already 
have done three computer calculations, using the data about the Halloween cult. Unfortunately, there aren't 
much information but our main computer system is connected to the largest data banks of Earth to get more 
information about the phenomenon 

"Great," Lars murmured. "That's it. Yeah." 


He looked as pale as his mirror image. 


"So we might have to stay a little longer," Kirk threw in. He gave a low hiss. "Well, that doesn't bother me but 
I'm really thirsty now, and | need a drink" 


"A drink?" 
Captain Kirk stared at him, stunned. 


"Oh! OH! Yes, of course, some blood. There ain't a problem because we already have vampire personnel on 
board, and we have plenty of artificial blood on board” 


Kirk Il didn't look very enthusiastically. He also gave a low hiss, showing off his fangs in disgust. 
| don't think this will suit us," he firmly said. "I'm used to pure human blood" 

"Me too," Kirk added, staring daggers at the Captain. “Best quality, of course." 

He wasn't amused. 


"You will taste no difference," Captain Kirk replied, sighing. "To the contrary, the vampire personnel on board is, 


and always has been, very satisfied by the excellent quality 
"Those guys must be degenerated,” Kirk II sneered. 
"Absolutely," Kirk added on the spot. 

"Oh, no, no ... All of them are from noble blood, and their grandfather is Count Dracula himself" 
Kirk sniffed, taken by surprise. 


There was no way of criticizing the vampires on board any longer. All of them siblings of the Count. Drinking 


artificial blood. 
How embarrassing! 


"Also, they use to say that the blood gets their hair an extra beautiful shimmer," Captain Kirk mentioned 


without changing his neutral facial expression. 
Both Kirks looked at each other. 
Kirk tugged at some of his dark curls while Kirk Il ran his left hand through his curly mane. 


"Well, in that case," Kirk gracefully and arrogantly said. "In that case we might accept your offer." 


The both vampires followed Officer Reilley to get their "drinks" and left the starship's bridge. 

"What a relief," Jason sighed. 

The next moment he nearly fell down the steps to the lower parts of the bridge where navigator and helm's 
officer had their controlling stations. He hadn't noticed Chief Engineer Montgomery Scott entering the bridge as 
the elevator doors of the backboard side of the bridge slid open. 

So, the sudden forcefully slap onto his back came without warning. 

Then the Chief Engineer laid his arm around Jason's shoulder, happily smiling at all over his face at Jason. 

"My good laddie," he enthusiastically said. "I'm so excited and glad to see another Highlander on board. It soothes 


my eyes to just ‘ave a look at you, lad .. Newsted clan, right? | ‘ave every single tartan pattern inside my 


brain, everything .. Ancient, dress and hunting .. ‘ave | already mentioned how ‘appy I'm, AYE, what a pleasure 


To see you, also let's ..." 

"Actually, I'm a descendent of the American part of the clan," Jason stopped Scott's logorrhea. "So, I'm no real 
Highlander..." 

Behind Scotts back Jason Il grinned. He tried to hide his face a little more with his long chestnut colored mane. 


"Aaaahhhh, doesn't matter, doesn't matter, lad!" Scott smiled at Jason and patted his cheek. "American descent 
or not - a Highlander is always a Highlander. It's in the blood” 


Jason cleared his throat and looked around for help but there was none. Everybody - except the Vulcan - 


grinned. 

"What about some drinks?" the Chief Engineer generously offered. "You ‘ave to try some of my very, very 
excellent Single Malts .. The eldest is 50 years old, and it runs down your throat as smoothly as honey .. A lil 
expensive, the stuff, but such a whisky is worth the money ..” 

"MR. SCOTT!" 


The Captain gave his Chief Engineer a sharp look. "| must remind you that you are still on duty, and so | would 
be pleased if you'd get over to the Engineer's station to take over." 


In the blink of an eye Montgomery Scott stood to attention 
"Of course, Captain", he stiffly answered. "The Enterprise always comes first, and | won't let her down." 


"Very good, Mr. Scott. Thank you." 


After having left the starship's bridge James, Jason and Lars, and also their "twins" got led to the guest's 
quarters by several yeomen. Every one of them had quarters to himself, so they got separated. 


James didn't protest, and to his relief Lars and Lars Il said nothing against it, too. 
They still seemed to be in shock. 
After having failed just three times James finally managed to get a hamburger, fries and a large cup of iced 


tea, done by the food synthesizer in his quarter. He shook his head as he hungrily swallowed large bites of the 


hamburger. 


Unbelievable! 


After his meal he gave the bathroom a try. Used to luxurious bathroom inventory with lots of sensors and 


touch panels to get the systems started he stripped down and took a hot shower. 
The tensed muscles in his neck and shoulders slowly got relaxed. 


But he wasn't sure how long he could shower to not get lowered the starship's water supplies too much, and 


he didn't want to make trouble because of his stupidity. 


On the other hand, that food synthesizer had produced iced tea out of thin air, so he thought that probably 


there wasn't a problem to synthesize fresh water. 
He really regretted that he hadn't watched more science fiction movies. 


Finally, he finished his shower, got out of the shower cubicle and looked around while the water still tripped off 
his naked body. 


Then he remembered about the information the yeoman had given to him. He touched a sensor pad beside the 
cubicle and a very nice blue light from above got activated, just for a second, and all of a sudden his body and 


his hair got dry. 


AND that fantastic blue light also synthesized some body lotion all over his skin. James ran his hands along his 
arms and chest, feeling the smoothness of his skin. 


Unbelievable! 


A dark blue bathrobe with the emblem of the starship on the left side of the upper part already was laid out 
for him on his bed. He slipped it on and fell down on his bed. 


He laid on his back, staring at the lights above him. 

It felt good. 

He wasn't able to fully get it what had happened. His thoughts whirled inside his head. 
What if the Halloween Nexus was gone for another hundred or more years? 


And IF the Nexus would have shown up again all of a sudden - how to get back to the place where everything 
had started, to Kirk's and Lars' bedroom. 


Did those guys from the future like Heavy Metal? 


Fuck! 


The melodious sound of the doorbell got James nearly jump off the bed. His heart rate had quickened all of a 
sudden. 


"Who ... who's there?" he finally managed to ask, once again memorizing the yeoman's instructions about how to 


activate the intercom. 

‘It's me ... James." 

James shut his eyes for a brief moment. 

What now? 

"Come in," he then said, his voice slightly hoarsely. 


The door slid open and James Il entered James’ quarters. James didn't move and stayed on his back, on the 


bed, his head laid onto a soft and thick cushion. 


With a low hiss the door closed behind James Il. He stood there, looking around. He had changed his outfit, too, 


now wearing a black long sleeve shirt with the Enterprise emblem and a pair of lose black pants. 


"| didn't know we are allowed to show up at the guest's quarters of another one of us," James calmly said. 


"There's a fucking crowd of security personnel outside." 


"Nothing what would be an unknown situation for every one of us, right? | tricked them." 
James Il smiled, slowly approaching the bed. 


James didn't even flinch. 
James Il looked down at him. "You don't fear me?" 


"Should 1?" 


James Il sighed and sat down at the edge of the bed. He shook his head, his long golden mane partly fell about 
his face and he had to shove the strands over his shoulders to his back 


That didn't last long. The silky blond strands were back in his face soon enough. 
Fruitless, James thought, smiling. He exactly remembered the problem. 


James Il grinned at him. 


"Is that the cause for getting your hair cut off?" 

‘Oh, there's still plenty of hair, and | could let it grow out again whenever | want to," James answered then 
chuckled. "But its much easier to play on stage without all the hair hanging all over my face ... It isn't as hot 
as with the long hair." 

"Maybe." James Il nodded. His blue eyes still held contact to James’. "But it looks good." 

"Yeah, that's right." 

James carefully reached at him and ran his fingers through some of the silky golden strands. 


"You are wearing it longer than | ever had," he said. "It really looks beautiful." 


James Il hesitated, just for a moment, then he lowered his head and bent over to James. His hair fell down like 


a curtain, shadowing both their faces. 


And James’ Il face was just some inches above James’. James still had his fingers in the other one's mane but 


his grip tightened slightly while they both held eye contact. 
Then, James Il closed his eyes. 
James felt James' Il warm breath stroking his skin, and then they kissed. 


It felt .. good. 


A shiver ran through James' body and James' Il fingers slightly trembled as he ran them over James' face to 
caress it. He parted his lips and James followed suit. 


As their tongues made contact they both gave a low moan, completely similar in tone and intensity. 
James never would have thought about something like THS. He was confused but curious. 

And his cock thought on his own and got fully erected in no time. 

"Oh, my god," he whispered, breaking the kiss but his lips still close to James’ Il. "No. We can't do this’ 
They both panted heavily. 


"Why not?" James II whispered back. "You come from this universe but I'm from a parallel universe. There ain't 


more. We have something in common, that's right, but I'm a stranger to you and you're a stranger to me." 


"Come on...” 

"Maybe, we have just this one chance to feel and to taste another," James Il whispered. "The Nexus could 
show up all of a sudden, those Enterprise guys get us dragged into that transporter machine, and then every 
one of us is back in his own universe and century. We never won't have a chance to meet, again" 

James gave a low whimper. 

He WANTED James Il, wanted him badly. But it wasn't right. 

And there was Jason, too. 

JASON. 


"You're sleeping with your Jason, right?" James II calmly asked. 


"Yes ... Yes. But it's more,” James answered. Now, he had both hands at James’ Il head, one of them in the nape 


of his neck. "I love him." 


"I love my Jason, too." James Il softly kissed James’ lips. "I love him badly. But this is .. this is .. It has nothing 
to do with Jason, and you know that." 


Again, his lips touched James’ and then his tongue seek access to James’ mouth. 

James tightened the grip in James’ Il nape of the neck to hold him closely while their kiss deepened, electrifying 
both of them. They moaned into the mouth of the other one. Then 

James got his mirror twin by firmly gripping those muscular arms he knew so well and pulled him onto the 
bed. 

"Wait" James Il whispered. 


He quickly got rid of his boots then of his shirt while James watched him from under half closed eyelids. 


As James Il came over James again their hard cocks made contact. James groaned then panted helplessly. They 


both instinctively moved their hips to get more friction 
James already felt near an orgasm. It was the same with James Il as it seemed. 
Well, James KNEW it. 


James II shoved his right hand between their bodies and opened up James' bathrobe. His fingers closed around 
James' hard cock, and he stroked him. 


Exactly in the way James liked it. 

He moaned, reclining his head to the nape of his neck. 
"Good?" James Il panted as hard as James. 

"Very .. good. Ooohhh!" James whimpered. 


He opened his eyes to look at James II. 


‘lm gonna come right now if'd go on with that .. But | don't wanna come too soon. Not yet" 
"| know." 


James Il smiled and pulled back his hand, giving James some moments to catch his breath. He lazily stroked the 
inside of James' thighs and James slightly spread his legs. 


James Il slid a little to the side to have a better then looked down. 
The hard cock, the flat abdomen, the long legs, every tattoo .. He felt like looking down along his own body. 


He had to bite his lower lip hard to keep himself from coming into his pants right on the spot. Then, he lightly 


ran his fingers along James’ cock, causing another long drawn moan from James. 
He touched James’ lips with his. 


"Have you ever sucked your own cock?" he whispered. 
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„WHAT?" 
James stared at his mirror twin, stunned, his blue eyes wide open. 


James II smiled and shoved his long mane on the right side over his naked shoulder to his back to get a better 
look at James. 


"Have you ever sucked your own cock?" 
"Are you fucking crazy? Do | look like a fucking acrobat, or what?" James barked at him. 


"No, | wouldn't say so," James II said and grinned. "| haven't learned that acrobatic thing, too, so | also haven't 


sucked my cock by myself. It would be too fucking difficult" 

James gave a groan and ran his hand over his face. It was getting confusing more and more. 

"This is CRAZY! Why are we talking about that shit, by the way? You are even more fucked up than |" 
"Not at all," James Il whispered and bent down to kiss James. 

James didn't want to but finally opened his lips to kiss back and to let James’ Il demanding tongue inside his 
mouth. Their tongues fought for dominance while playing with another, and the kiss got heated and 
passionately, causing another low moan from both of them. 

James Il managed to break the kiss after a while, panting heavily 

He stroked James! face while he looked into his eyes. 


"So, let me do this for you," he whispered. "I'm you, you are |, and so we don't need any acrobatic skills." 


James tried to protest and grabbed at him but too late. 


James Il already was between James’ legs, held the hard cock by softly touching it with his fingertips, and 
then he licked the wetness off the head before he tightly wrapped his lips around it, deep throating James. 


James cried out loud in lust and squeezed shut his eyes. He got some of James' Il long blond strands between 
his fingers and tugged hard to make him stop. 


That wasn't necessary. 
James II didn't move. 
He waited and panted around James' cock, very carefully because he didn't want James to come so soon 


Then James' breath slowed down a little and he let his head fall back onto the cushion. He loosened up his grip 
but still held the other one's hair. 


After a while James Il slid his right hand along the inside of James’ left thigh and started to suck him. 


James whimpered and tried to thrust into the hot and wet mouth around his cock but James II held him down 
by gripping hard James' leg, slightly lifting it off the bed and throwing it over his own shoulder to his back 


James nearly got mad because he was near an orgasm once more. 


And also because James II had exactly done the same as he used to do with Jason's leg when he wanted to 


suck him and to hold him at the same time. 
He moaned and whimpered but wasn't able to give another sound, let alone some coherent words. But he 
managed to open up his eyes, taking in the sight of the blond mane all over his abdomen and the lower parts 


of his chest while the tattooed hands of James' Il stroked all over his skin where he could reach it. 


Again and again he deep throated James and moaned, too, as he felt James muscles tense up. He slid James 
leq off his shoulder to let him use it for support to thrust upwards. 


James helplessly cried out as spasms ran through his body. He shot his load down James’ II throat in several 
hot waves of his orgasm while James Il continued to suck him off. 


Then everything went dark and he passed out. 


A cool breeze all over his sweaty face slowly brought back his senses. For some seconds he was disoriented 
then he managed to lift his hand and to touch the golden mane, running his fingers through it. 


As he finally got open his eyes he looked into those perfectly matching blue eyes above him. 


James Il smiled then went on to cool down 


James’ face by blowing onto the sweaty skin 

‘Mmmmbhh, yes," James murmured. "Feels .. feels .. 

"Feels good?" 

‘Mmmmbhh, very good .. | like that 

"| know," James Il whispered. "I always like it, too." 

James gave a moan of deep satisfaction He was completely relaxed 

"Did | pass out?" 

"You did,” James Il whispered with a smile. “That's what | like. You looked beautifully. 

He kissed James still slightly swollen lips then he softly lifted James’ chin with two fingers and turned his head 
a little to the right side. His lips wandered to James' ear then to James' neck where he went on with kissing 


and licking while his hand was busy to stroke James’ chest, sliding lower. 


James lazily played with the strands of the golden mane which had been fallen over his face. It smelled 


wonderfully. He could have played endlessly with that hair. 
James’ Il hand slid lower. He stroked James’ thighs, parting them a little to get his hand between them. 
"Mmmmhhh, watcha doing?" James murmured and closed his arms around his lover. 


He breathed faster as those long fingers he knew so well massaged his balls. James Il shoved his middle finger 


between James’ as cheeks, stroking him. 
"No, not again," James moaned. "Go away.” 


James Il chuckled, his lips still at James' neck. Then he changed position to have access to James’ lips. He also 


draw back his hand, running it along James’ half erect peris. 


"D'you really think I'm finished with you?" He smiled against James' lips. "I'm gonna fuck you now, Jamie, and | 


gonna fuck you hard" 


James groaned and tried to hold him but James’ Il was out of the bed in no time. 


James watched him under half closed lids getting rid of his pants, his black boxer shorts and the socks. The 
sight of the fully erect cock, exactly looking like his own, gave him a something like a shock, and he gasped then 
bit his lower lip. 

James Il grinned at him then threw back his hair. 

‘Oh Godness, | shouldn't say that," James hoarsely said. "But you look gorgeous." 

"Thank you, mirror boy." 

"But if you think I'd let you stick THIS cock up my ass you must be fucking mad." 

James Il laughed. 

"Oh, come on! You are used to take Jason's thick cock, so you can take this one, too." 


"| can't," James protested. "Never." 


"You fuck your Jason with that thing," James II laughed. "And he looks very well, so don't complain. But | like it 


to see your fear. You just should have a look at your face." 
"WHAT? | never do fear something, fucker." 


James tried to sit up but James Il grabbed at him and held him down. He smiled, narrowing his blue eyes while 
he looked down at him. Then he sat down on the bed, again. 


"But we have no .. 
"We HAVE," James Il said with a grin and held up his left hand 

James stared at the condom and the small tube of lube between James’ Il fingers. He didn't believe it. 
"Where did you get that from?" 

"Oh, Im always prepared, Jamie, and Im pretty sure you are, too, right?" 


"That's not your fucking business," James growled. "So, you smuggled those items on board of this starship and 
got away with it?" 


"You are so sweet," James Il answered with a grin while he already was busy to roll the condom up his hard 
cock. "Those are no weapons, babe. Well, the security guys had that funny look as they body-checked me but 


they gave me back my special equipment" 


"Oh fuck!" James rubbed his face with one hand. "Yeah, | remember that look. Shit! One of those fuckers 
murmured something like ‘how primitive’ to himself and then gave me back the ... well, y'know, those ... those 
items. | wanted to drop dead on the spot, and .. Hey, watcha doing? Go away!" 

James Il had entered the bed and spread James' legs to get between them. 

"You are such a sweet little virgin," he said, grinning. 

"lm no fuckin’ virgin, fucker!" James barked at him. 


‘I'm so relieved," James Il chuckled. "Really." 


His already lubed fingers were between James’ ass cheeks, and he penetrated him with two fingers without 


even trying to be careful. 
James cried out and slapped at him. 


But the next moment he gave a groan of lust as James Il had his fingers at James’ prostate and massaged it. 


James whimpered and spread his legs a little more. 
"That's good, Jamie," James Il murmured. "That's good, yeah." 


He had his other hand around James’ now very hard cock to stroke him while he fucked him with his fingers, 


quickly adding a third finger. 
James threw his head from one side to the other and groaned with his mouth hanging open. 
"You look so hot", James Il whispered then changed position once more. 


He pulled out his fingers and grabbed James’ long legs to get them over his shoulders while he slid a little 


higher. He entered James, moving slowly with small thrusts until he felt James’ muscles relax. 


James crossed his legs behind James Il back to stabilize himself, moaning in lust as the other one started to 


fuck him in earnest. But now he wasn't the only one who was moaning and whimpering. 

James II shoved James’ knees up to his chest and placed his hands right under his armpits while he got over 
him. His long blond hair hung down and caressed James’ skin. He threw it back over and over again, and the 
sight of the flying mane had an extremely arousing effect on James. 


‘Oooohhhh, you feel so good," James Il panted. "Yeah, that's good .. Oh, you're so fucking tight" 


Again, he grabbed James’ legs to get them off his shoulders. James laid them around James’ Il waist and 


crossed them. His lover got over James’ wincing body and closed the fingers of his right hand around James’ 
cock to stimulate him by jerking him off. 


James pressed his fingernails into the skin of James’ Il shoulders. He just gave small whimpers now, as James || 


did, too. He hit James’ prostate with every hard thrust into him, and finally made him cry out. 

“James, ooohhh, lm ... im .. Oooohhh ..Yes ... yes ..” cried James while spasms ran through his body. 

"Oh yeah! YEAH" 

James Il gave him some very hard thrusts, triggering both their orgasms. They cried and moaned together as 
the hot waves shot through their bodies. James tightly cramped his fingers into James’ II hair, and James II 


got his right arm up to James’ shoulder, his last thrusts erratically. 


Then he passed out, too. 


James got him and held the limp body tightly. 


He breathed fast and hard, his right hand still in James’ Il hair. He softly turned James' Il a little to the side to 


make sure he could breathe freely. 


"You're so fucking sexy," he whispered and kissed the other one's temple before his own head fell back onto 


the cushion. 

He didn't know how long he had been unconscious after his first orgasm, especially because he usually didn't 
black out when he and Jason fucked, so he smiled as James II just gave some murmurs but didn't wake up. He 
stroked his sweaty back until James Il responded with small sighs and murmurs. 

Finally, James II slowly started to move, moaning. 

"Hey, come on," James whispered. "You are too heavy for sleeping on my body." 

‘Mmmmhhhh ... feels so good," James Il sighed. "Lemme stay.” 

James quietly laughed then he ran his fingernails along James spine. 


James Il gave a squeak and writhed, lifting his head, eyes still heavy lidded. 


"You're a cruel fucker, you know that?" 


"Absolutely," James answered and grinned, 


In the bed of another guest's quarters of the Enterprise two other guys laid beside another, the blankets 
pulled up to their chests, also deeply satisfied and relaxed. 


"We shouldn't have done that," Jason murmured then pulled the other one's hand to his lips to kiss the inside. 


"Maybe," Jason Il answered and turned his head to look at Jason, smiling at him. "But it had been fun" 


b - How To Feed A Vampire On Board? 


Author's Notes: 
Let's have some fun with our snobbish vampire lead guitarists! 


b - How To Feed A Vampire On Board? 

„| would like to have some of Mrs. Abercrombie's wonderful pralines with that delicious blood jelly filling now" 
Kirk said in a slightly whiny tone. 

Mrs. Abercrombie was his household lady, also responsible for the cooking, and she was a legend. She already 
had been retired to her English country estate but Count Dracula himself had asked her to serve in the 
household of his newborn son Kirk von Hammett. Of course, she hadn't turned down the Count. 


Now, Kirk stared at the large mug with artificial blood in front of him. 


"Yes, that would be very nice," Kirk Il agreed then he sighed. "Maybe some scrambled blood and some of Mrs. 


Abercrombie's homemade sausages from flamingo blood, too." 

"Scrambled blood would be wonderful. I'd like to have some of that, too ... | don't think | can survive without 
Mrs. Abercrombie's delicious tidbits. | HAVE to have my pralines and my blood cupcakes every day. They are 
DELICIOUS." 


"Absolutely. DELICIOUS. They are the best pralines on Earth," Kirk Il said in the same whiny tone. "And I'm sure 
they are the best pralines all over the GALAXY .. We never will get those wonderful pralines again" 


Both Kirks sighed deeply. They looked as if they would burst into tears every second. 
"Oh fucking hell," James groaned. "Vampires are such a pain in the ass." 


He sat beside Kirk and busied himself to eat his toast. In front of him stood another plate full of scrambled 
eggs. 


"You are SO MEAN!" Kirk told him, his voice trembling dangerously. 


James rolled his eyes. 


The next moment a plate with nicely arranged pralines got served to him and another one to Kirk Il 
‘Oooohhhh!" both vampires simultaneously called out then looked up. 
Officer Reilley the Vampire slayer smiled at them. 


"Mrs. Abercrombie's delicious pralines with bat blood filling," she said. "| thought you might like some of them, 
guys." 


Kirk and Kirk Il beamed at her, forgetting that they had decided to hate her because she was a vampire 


slayer. 
"Thank you very much," Kirk happily said. "Is Mrs. Abercrombie on board of this starship, too?" 
"Oh no," Officer Reilley answered. "Mrs. Abercrombie is long dead ..." 


“Aaaawwww! NO!" Again, both Kirks in unison. "She DIED? Why? The Count - our dear father - never would let 


her die. He easily could have got her his daughter and she would live forever!" 


"Mrs. Abercrombie didn't want to live forever," Officer Reilley calmly told them. "And the Count respected 
that. He stayed with her as she died, the whole time, and held hand .. She has been 9b years old when she died. 
A wonderful woman she must have been as it seems to me. Count Dracula always likes to talk about her but 


sometimes he looks pretty sad when he does that" 
Reilley looked at the both Kirks who had eaten just three of their pralines. 


"Well, but the Count had asked her years before her death to make sure that her wonderful and secret 
recipes won't get lost, so with his help and protection she founded a very exclusive restaurant in San Francisco 
and the secret recipes were given only to the Chief cooks of said restaurant .. The restaurant is very, very 
expensive, and it's pretty difficult to get a table for dinner.” 


"A restaurant for vampires my ass," James murmured with his mouth full of scrambled eggs. 


‘Of course," Officer Reilley said, smiling at him. "There are lots of them all of the galaxy but "Mrs. 
Abercrombie's" is the only one with five stars in "The Vampire's Restaurant Galaxy Guide". The fast-food 
restaurants all over the galaxy don't count .. Of course is the Count the owner of the fast-food restaurants, 


too. 
"| don't believe it," James groaned. "The guy must roll in money." 


"You're an uncultivated dork," Kirk arrogantly told him then threw back his dark curly mane. "But you aren't of 
noble blood and don't know better." 


James dramatically sniffed. 

"Go on with hurting my not so noble feelings and | gonna pull out your fucking fangs!" 
"Bah! They'll grow back in no time." 

"That's right," Kirk Il added in the same arrogant tone. 


| need a stake to finish off the both assholes!" James desperately groaned. "Someone get me a stake, pleasel 


Or better two of them." 


As James had been woken up in the morning - the starship's morning - he had been alone in his bed. James Il 


must have left his quarters during the night but James’ sleep had been too deep to get it. 

After a brief recovering time after James Il had done James they had fucked once more before falling asleep. 
And it had been James who had been on top with James Il on his knees and hands in front of him, and after a 
while he had to support himself with his hands against the headboard of the bed because of James’ very hard 
thrusts. James knew he could take it, and they both moaned and cried out unison 

Whenever James II threw back his head his golden lion's mane flew, the sight extremely arousing James. He 
also had been fascinated by those defined and hard muscles and broad shoulders and nearly wasn't able to get 
it that HIS own muscles and shoulders looked exactly similar. 

As he woke up he stared at the digital clock for a while to figure out what time it had been. 

Star date 6124.5. 

What the hell does star date 6124.5 mean? Those guys from future must be madl 

Whatever. 


He showered and got dressed, taking one of the black shirts and black pants he had got to wear. 


The shirt again had the Enterprise emblem on the left side of the chest. The black boxer shorts had a small 
golden emblem, too. It was placed beneath the waistband over the right hip. 


He had been told that breakfast would be served in the officer's mess, and a yeoman fetched him to show him 
how to get there. 


He felt very unsecure by seeing all those starship officers eyeing him. Their uniform shirts had different 


colors - blue, red or golden 


James didn't know what that meant but was sure it HAD a meaning. Of course, the different stripes at the 
sleeves of the shirts, too. 


He had spotted the both Kirks with their large cups of artificial blood on the table in front of them and had 


been relieved to see the both vampires. 


Now, Kirk had eaten his pralines and drained his cup, followed suit by Kirk Il. 


Both vampires wore the Enterprise clothes, too, but not without mentioning multiple times that those clothes 
weren't worthy enough to dress up a vampire of noble blood 


James suffered but kept shut his mouth. 
"Well, | think I'll go for a walk now," Kirk gracefully said after having finished his vampire's breakfast. 


"ll come with you," Kirk ll meant, his tone even more gracefully. "This starship seems to be very large. A 


sightseeing tour would be nice, don't you agree?" 

"Absolutely." 

"That's a very good idea," James immediately threw in He was near exploding. "Get lost!" 
Both Kirks arrogantly glanced at him. 


"I really don't know why you dare to speak up to us in such an unfriendly and uncivilized tone," Kirk addressed 


him. "This is disgusting. Those aren't the manners of a gentleman: 
"Well, I'm no fucking gentleman. So, get lost!" 

Kirk looked at Kirk Il. "Disgusting, isn't it?" 

"Absolutely, my dear. It is." 


James gave a groan as the both vampires elegantly went over to the door, hips slightly swaying. Officer Reiley 
who had finished her breakfast, too, followed them after having smiled at James. 


"Don't worry," she said in an amused tone. "They'll get their fangs pulled out by ME." 


As the both Kirks and Officer Reilley left James Il entered the mess, closely followed by Jason and Jason Il. 


To James surprise both male slayers had got back their swords what caused a very disgusted hiss of the 


both Kirks. Jason and Jason II grinned, and high fived Officer Reilley. 
James heartbeat had quickened at the sight of James Il. 
By Goodness and all the Devils in hell, why had the guy to look so good? 


Every female officer and most of the male officers stared at him, also at the both Jasons but mostly at 


James Il. James gave a low groan and rolled his eyes. 
The three musicians had seen James and came over to join him at his table. 
Jason briefly touched James' shoulder before sitting down then smiled at him. James smiled at him, too. 


Whatever had happened with James II the night before - just to see Jason always quickened James’ heartbeat. 
He urgently wanted to kiss him. 


A steward already was at their table and asked the new guests what they liked to have for breakfast. Then he 


was back in no time to pour them cups of coffee, also he refilled James’ cup. 

"The service seems to be good,” Jason Il said after the steward had left their table. 
"Breakfast, too," James said. 

He briefly looked into James' Il blue eyes before glancing at the cup he held in his hand. 
James Il smiled. "Good. l'm starving. Don't know why. 

James cleared his throat and quickly looked over to the vampire slayers. 


"How comes that you both have got back your swords?" he asked. "I thought the security guys have the 


order to disarm everybody who's not a member of the crew of the Enterprise.” 


"That's right," Jason answered. "But Officer Reilley told the Captain that she couldn't watch the both crazy 
fuckers all the time because sometimes she has to sleep, too, so he decided we could get back the swords and 


two of our stakes." 


Jason II grinned. "As you might have heard the both noble blooded assholes are very pleased to see our 


armory." 

James grinned, too. Maybe, the unbearable arrogance of the Kirks would got lessened a little now. 

‘Oh, and we already got an invitation to a nice swords fight for training with the helm's officer," Jason said. "He 
is Japanese. Seems that he has no adequate counterpart for his training on board - except Reiley, of course. 


So we will meet the guy in one of the starship's gyms after breakfast.” 


‘I'm sure that will be fun," James Il mentioned. "They guy isn't very tall but he might be a good fighter. You 
better should be careful, Jase, okay?" 


"| will 
Jason Il looked over at Jason 

The intensity of their eye-contact alarmed James. He breathed in sharply, 
"| don't believe this," he hissed. "I DON'T believe it! 

"Sorry?" Jason glanced at him. "What ..?" 


"You allowed this asshole to .. Aaawwww," he furiously pointed at Jason Il. "You allowed him to fuck youl You 


got LAID by him. Don't deny that." 

There was silence for some moments. 

"Actually, | got laid by HIM," Jason II calmly said. 

"This is .. UNBELIEVABLE!" 

James face was red from anger now. 

James Il laid his hand over James’. "Jamie, cool down! You aren't in the position to moralize." 

"Exactly", Jason Il added, glancing at James. "I'm okay with YOU BOTH having fucked all night long - so, please, 
try to be fair." 

James groaned and buried his face in his palms. 


"You have done it, too, James?" This was Jason's soft voice. He ran his fingertips along James’ arm. 


James lifted his head and stared at Jason. All of a sudden he felt tired. 


"Yes .. yes .. We did it. We .. we fucked .. I'm sorry, Jase. So sorry and ashamed" 


"| don't think that anything of those feelings are necessary," Jason said, his tone very calmly. "It happened. 
Without having been planned before .. So, don't be ashamed - but don't be angry, too." 


James hung his head. He didn't know what to say. The three other men at the table looked at him while he 
visibly had to struggle with his feelings. 


Finally he lifted his head and looked at them. 
‘Okay, I'm fine with it," he hoarsely said. "I wasn't able to resist, too, so what." 


They managed to eat their breakfast and to talk about what had happened to them and had transported them 


through space and time, and also through different universes, bringing them together on board of a starship. 
After a while Jason meant that they should got over to the gym now. 


"The Japanese officer surely is already there and waits for us to show up. Reilley is still busy to watch our 
two crazy motherfuckers, so Lieutenant Sulu hasn't a counterpart for his training." 


That wasn't exactly right. 

First Officer Commander Spock, the Vulcan, was there too as Jason, Jason Il, James and James Il entered the 
gym. He wore a black Hakami and Gi and a black Obi and was busy to have a last controlling look at his katana 
to make sure the sword was in a perfect state. 

The way he handled the sword made it clear that he was experienced. 

"Oh shit," James Il murmured. "I still fucking don't know how he managed to bring me down and to paralyze me 
as I've got a little ... well, angry yesterday evening. If he does the same with his fucking sword you better 
watch him, Jase." 

Jason Il gave a sneer. 

"You can be sure that l'm not interested in getting beaten up by this pointed-eared guy." 

He and Jason had got Hakami and Gi in black, too, handed over to them by Lieutenant Hikaru Sulu who was the 
helm's officer of the Enterprise. He also had given a black Obi to both of them by letting them know that he 


was absolutely sure about them being masters of Kenjutsu. 


Jason and Jason II hadn't said anything against it because Sulu was right. 


James and James Il sat down on a bench from where they would have the best look of the fight. 


| really don't know why this Vulcan has showed up, too," James Il said in a very low tone. "You'd think that he 
has enough work to do to find out the hiding place of that damned Nexus." 


‘Several computer calculations are running at the moment, Mr. Hetfield," the First Officer coolly said. "And our 
short and long range sensor system is still on red alert. Every other starship of Starfleet searches for the 


Nexus, too." 


He, Sulu and the both Jasons had knelt down for ritually greeting on the other side of the dojo, and James and 
James Il never would have thought that the Vulcan would had heard a word of their dialogue. 


But those pointed ears seemed to come with a pretty sharp hearing. 


"Great," James murmured. 


8 - Martial Arts On Board - And A Shock 


Author's Notes: 
Some Action. Enjoy! 


1 - Martial Arts On Board - And A Shock 
James and James II watched the four Samurai with their swords and after some minutes their jaws dropped. 


Lieutenant Hikaru Sulu, the Japanese helm's officer of the Enterprise, was EXTREMELY fast and perfect in his 
style. 


He and his katana seemed to be one now, and he moved like a dancer without contacting the floor with his feet 
for more than seconds before performing another somersaulting or jumping unbelievably high for a side-kick 
then elegantly coming down on his feet behind Jason II. 


The Vulcan held himself back as James suspected. He fought against Jason who also didn't bring in his full 
vampire slayer's potential. James thought that he too wanted to test the First Officer's techniques and 
abilities. They held their katana with both hands slowly while circling around each other. 


But all of a sudden the phase of testing ended and Spock's and Jason's swords met in the air above their heads 
and hot blue sparkles got emitted The sharp metallic sound of ancient steel crashing against another ancient, 
both from Merkensit steel of exquisite quality, made the short hairs in James' nape of the neck rise, and he 


felt the sound's vibration in his teeth, too. 


After that first blow in full force Spock and Jason had performed the fight went on in an extremely fast 


tempo and - in James' eyes - acrobatic way. 


Before the fatal beaming accident he had watched Jason and Rob by doing their fight training as vampire 
slayers whenever he had the time to do so, and he always had been stunned about the things the both men 
could perform with their bodies and. 


He never had thought that it could be possible to catapult his own body high enough into the air to do several 


somersaults, at the same time kicking the counterpart to the ground with a precisely done side-kick. 


Usually neither Rob nor Jason went down after getting kicked because they somersaulted, too, before they 
could hit the ground. And all of this with their katana in their hands, also mostly one or two wooden stakes 


firmly gripped with the other hand. 


So, James had known that Jason the Vampire slayer could do things no normal human being ever would be able 


to do. 
As a vampire slayer he was one of the best. 
But this Vulcan was good, too. 


Fucking good! 


"They'll kill themselves," James Il murmured. He was pretty shocked. "I can't believe that. We have to do 


something, Jamie." 


"Are you fucking crazy, or what?" James gave back. "We would be the first idiots who get killed by these 
fuckers." 


"But we can't let them .." 

"If you wanna stop them then it's okay with me. Do it." James snorted and gave James Il a sharp glance before 
he looked back at the fighting men. “That will make it fucking easier for me to withstand your sex appeal 
‘cause | don't do corpses." 

James II laughed. 

He shook back his hair, and several of the golden strands made brief contact to James’ cheek and neck. 
James felt a wave of lust shoot through his body. He didn't want it but couldn't do anything against it. 

"| loved to have sex with you, Jamie," James Il whispered. Now his thigh touched James’. "You are so hot. Do 
you know how sexy you looked as you came? Mmmhhhhh. Oh, and | loved that you came so hard that you 
passed out. Absolutely hot!" 

"Idiot!" James hissed. "You passed out, too." 

"Oh yeah! YEAH! That orgasm has been one of the very best in my life since | started to jerk off as a kid" 


James gave a groan and briefly covered his face with his hands. 


Then he lifted his head and shot James Il a sharp glance. 


"You are a shameless fucker." 


"That's right." James Il viciously grinned. "And don't you try to tell me that you aren't as shameless as |, 


fucker." 

"I'm not .." 

"COME ON, baby! You know its a sin to lie, right?" James II patted James’ thigh. "And we never won't be a 
sinner because we would never risk to burn in some very ugly fires in Limbo after getting killed by those 


crazy motherfuckers of vampire slayers. Do you really wanna get burned up again?" 


"SHUT UPI" James furiously hissed. "We ARE different, asshole, if you have such perverted ideas. Montreal has 


been fucking enough, and also .." 
He stopped, biting his lower lip. 


James Il said nothing for a while, and they both watched the fighters with their swords. None of them seemed 


to be exhausted so far. 


"You feel uncomfortable because the same perverted ideas are inside your brain, too, Jamie", James Il then 


casually said in a low tone. "Otherwise you won't know what I'm talking about, baby." 

James didn't answer. 

His mirror twin hung his head and sighed deeply. 

"Those fuckers who call themselves Christians have done perfectly by horrifying and threatening a little boy 
who didn't know better, getting him an outsider who always had to be in fear to do something bad and to get 
dragged to hell and burned just because he had dared to touch himself, or because he had talked to another 
outsider." 

James breathed in and out shakingly. 

"Yes," he then whispered. 

James Il shuddered. "Did you fear the monsters under your bed, too?" 


"Always," James answered and gave a low moan. "But | never looked." 


"Enter Sandman," James Il whispered. 


They tried to concentrate on the fighting men once again. 


At first it had looked as if the both Jasons on one side and Sulu and Commander Spock as their counterparts 
on the other side would have pretty equal fighting abilities. 


But then Jason and Jason Il briefly but intensely made eye contact, and all of a sudden they stopped holding 


back their power. 
Now, Lieutenant Sulu and Commander Spock had a very hard time to just stay on their feet, their role now 
completely a defensive one while Jason and Jason Il got the upper hand without the slightest sign of being tired 


or stressed. 


Finally, Jason disarmed Sulu and got the Lieutenant's katana fly high into the air, easily catching it with his left 
hand while performing a double somersault after he had kicked Sulu to the floor. 


The poor guy laid there, slightly dizzy, clearly not believing what had happened, especially because the razor 


sharp blade of Jason's katana was at his neck now. 
"Uuuuhhh .. Wow!" James Il admiringly said. "Your Jason is a fucking good fighter, Jamiel" 


James smiled and wanted to answer him but was distracted by the sight of the Vulcan First Officer who had 


lost his samurai's sword now, too. 


Jason Il had sent the sword high above them into the air then gripped the Vulcan at the front of his Gi and 
got him flying over his head. Then he caught the Vulcan's sword and turned as fast as a lightning flash, right 
in time to bring the blade of his own sword down onto the left side of the First Officer's neck. 


Spock also had performed a somersault as he had got thrown over Jason's Il head and had come down onto the 


floor with his feet as smoothly and elegantly as a cat. 
Now he stood like a statue without the slightest sign of anger or discomfort. He just breathed a little harder. 


His dark eyes held contact to Jason's II who allowed himself a very brief smile before he backed off a little. 
The skin of the Vulcan had been touched by the sword's blade but had stayed completely uninjured. 


Commander Spock bowed his head at Jason Il. 
‘| am impressed, Mr. Newsted," he said, raising his right brow. 


Jason Il grinned and handed him back his sword. 


"Thanks. | always try to do my best." 


In the meantime Jason had helped Lieutenant Sulu onto his feet. Sulu's Gi and hair were wet from sweat but 


he happily grinned all over his face. 


"Your best?" he called out. "You are damned fantastic! Reilley is extremely good too but you both are really 


fantastic! Where did you learn that?" 

Jason briefly looked at Jason Il then back at Sulu. 

"We didn't ‘learn’ that in the way may think about .. Of course we use to perform the standard martial arts, 
and | own several schools or dojos for teaching other people Kenjutsu, Aikido and Karate .. But a vampire slayer 
has the power and ability to perform those techniques even without knowing what he was doing, and a lot 
more." 

"That's right," Jason Il added with a grin. "Cause no one can teach how to stake a vampire before the vampire 
could kill the guy who has the stake. Those fuckers are pretty fast and mostly not very amused about guys 


with wooden stakes in their hands .. It's in our blood if | may say so." 


"Fascinating," Commander Spock said, his facial expression completely emotionless. 


"This is absolutely fantastic, Scotty! Unbelievable! How did you do this?" 
Lars adoringly looked at the Chief Engineer. His green eyes sparkled. 
Lars Il was stunned, too. 


Montgomery Scott blushed and smiled, trying to hide that he felt very flattered but it was easily to be seen 


that he was very pleased by the positive reaction of Lars and Lars ll. 

All three men held large and heavy crystal whisky glasses in the hands, every single glass a beautifully cut 
piece of glass art of a famous glass blowing factory in Oban, Scotland. They had been very expensive, and Scott 
was very proud of them. 


He was also proud of the excellent Single Malt Whisky inside those glasses. 


"Thirty-five years old, and | just got some bottles ‘cause the owner of the distillery is a good ol' friend o' 


mine, aye," hemention said, trying to let it Sound casually."The distillery is still in private ownership of the Clan 
Chief's family an' not ev'rybody who wants it would get just half a drop of their whisky, not even for the best 
money in the whole galaxy. Aye." 


"An excellent whisky," Lars said and gave some smacking sounds. "Delicious. Really delicious. | always use to say 
that those American whiskeys don't have any acceptable taste and are of minor quality, and | can't drink that 
stuff without getting a bad headache." But anything like that never whould be caused by a Whisky of such a 


fine quality," 


"That's exactly what | want to say, too," Lars Il slimily added. "This is the best whisky | have tasted in a long 
time. You are a lucky man to be such a good friend to the owner of the distillery, Mr. Scott." 


"Aye, and name's Scotty ... It's Scotty for you," the Chief Engineer said, beaming at the both Danes. 


They charmingly gave him their best Lars-smile and thanked him. 


Then everybody looked at the really fantastic work Montgomery Scott and his technicians had done during the 
ship's night for Metallica and Metallica Il. 


In one of the cabins what already had been used as a music rehearsal space of the Enterprise Scott and his 


personnel had constructed two drum risers, each with a complete and large drum set. 


The walls of amps on the left and on the right side looked very impressive. And there was plenty of stuff for 


sound effects and microphones, along with sound computers and so on. 


But what had Lars and Lars Il got to swallow the most were the rows of racks, all of them holding guitars and 


basses. 


Lars had tears in his eyes as he stared at an ESP with exactly the same design as Kirk's Mummy. Right 
beside this guitar stood a white Explorer then another ESP Ltd. with the same design as Kirk's black Ouija. 


"This is unbelievable. Absolutely unbelievable, Scotty," Lars Il whispered. "You've done a really fantastic work. 


Those instruments are perfect replica of our instruments .." 


"Oh, those aren't replica .. Those are the original instruments," Scott said, beaming at the both drummers. 


"WHAT?" 


Lars and Lars Il had cried out simultaneously, deeply shocked. 


They stared at the Enterprise's Chief Engineer with their green eyes wide open 

"Aye." 

Scott lovingly patted a red Flying V. 

| got ‘em from the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York. The director of the museum is a very good 
friend o' mine, too .. Scottish, of course, aye. Well, before that Mr. Spock did a little computer research and 
found out that your original instruments are a shitload worth of money, an' very few museums had the cash 
to get one, or just to pay the insurances .. The Met in New York has most of them then comes the Museum 
of Music Art in San Francisco, also there must be few of the basses and drums with equipment in museums 
in London and Berlin ... So, | nicely asked good ol Marmaduke and then got beamed those instruments up on 
board of the Enterprise .. Of course, that means two or three bottles of my best whisky for Marmaduke but 
that it's worth everything, aye." 

He patted both Dane's shoulders, very pleased to see them completely stunned. 

None of them was able to get out a word. They couldn't even croak. 


Scott jovially smiled at them. 


"Well, my good lads .. | think its time for another drink" 


